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; ’ National humiliation threat- 
ens us in Indochina, our lead- 
ers tell us. 

But it has come to us in 
Laurel, Maryland. 

Respect, we have been 
‘ warned, will be lost, if we 
not assert our might in a coun- 
try half a world away. It has 
already been lost, in a small- 
town shopping center, in a 
typical American community. 
•'Self-respect is unattainable 
in a nation which cannot pro- 
tect its public men as they 
move around among their own 
countrymen, if a political 
rally ends in a blaze of gun- 
fire. 

' 'The shooting of George Wal- 
lace is shocking, but it is also 
sickeningly familiar. We have 
seen it all before, four times 
in the last nine years. The 
progress among the friendly 
citizens, the sound of bullets, 
the screaming, panic and con- 
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fusion. We are baick in the car 
in Dallas with John Kennedy 
on the patio in Memphis, 
with Martin Luther King, and 
with Bob Kennedy in the ho- 
tel kitchen in Los Angeles. 

A Dangerous Place 

Nothing that could befall 
this country in Asia, where 
the violent solution has been 
once again presented as the 
only one that could shame us 
more than what happened to 
George Wallace twelve miles 
from the capital of the west- 
ern world. 

Minutes before he was fell- 
ed, George Wallace was tell- 
ing us that America is a dan- 
gerous place. Even before the 
attack, he could not be gain- 
said. From sea to shining sea, 
the country walks in fear. 

He seemed an unlikely tar- 


get for a gunman. He spoke 
the fears and resentments of 
the fed-up and the shut-out. 
It seemed he was giving voice 
to the undefinable grievances 
which well up among those 
who sit alone and brood and 
clean guns and dream of the 
assassin’s notoriety. 

His speeches seemed a surer 
protection than the bullet-proof 
podium which he took every- 
where with him to dramatize 
the danger he sensed every- 
where around him. 

He was on the threshhold of 
his greatest success -- victory 
in two. primaries. He was not 
on his way to the White 
House, Beckoning as those 
buzz-saw simplicities, exciting 
as those banjo-tones, he did 
not have either the stature or 
the organization to make him- 
self the leader of the Western 
world. 

Now He Has 

He seemed content, sur- 
rounded by adoring crowds, to 
“send them a message in 
Washington.” 

Now he has. He has inform- 
ed us once again that there is 
something wrong with this 
country. 

After the initial shock, there 
was the ritual wait with bated 
breath, lest the assassin turn 
out to be the trigger for fur- 
her horrors. Had he been 
black, had he been a wildly 
protesting young hippie, the 
spector of something like civil 
war loomed. But, as far as 
can be learned, the alleged as- 
sailant is the standard de- 
mented outsider craving the 
attention that is available 


only at the trigger of a gun-. 
John Kennedy was mur- 
dered by a misfit Marxist, 
whose reasons we can never 
know because he was shot be- 
fore he could tell us. Martin 
Luther King’s killer never ad- 
mitted us to his dark mind. 
Robert Kennedy was shot, not 
because he reached out to the 
poor and the black and the 
dispossessed or because he 
tried to stop a war, but be- 
cause of minimally provoca- 
tive, almost universally shar- 
ed views about Israel. 

Shamed and Humiliated 

George Wallace’s would-be 
murderer is apparently one 
who admired the Alabama 
governor. He has no political 
history and no political pre- 
occupation that is discernible. 

So we are once again sham- 
ed and humiliated. Once again 
we see a beautiful young wife 
flinging herself on her knees 
by the side of a wounded hus- 
band, while the benumbed na- 
tion watches on television. 
N The political campaign is 
terrorized and poisoned. It is 
too much to hope that any- 
thing will come out of what 
has happened except deepened 
bitterness and wilder frustra- 
tions, suspicions of plots and 
dread of the future. 

Perhaps it will shock our 
leaders into coming home, in- 
to some realization that the' 
violence which is our foreign 
policy has traveled back to 
stain our own. Our own ills 
should be examined before we 
continue in our fearful efforts 
to remake the world in our 
own image by force of arms. 



